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This is my first museum exposure in which | exhibit
my sculptures, created during the past few months. |
feel as one who has stepped out of the doorway and
is opening a locked aperture to the memories and
thoughts that had accumulated over a long time.

The exhibition is dedicated in honor and memory of the
late Dr. Mishael (Misha) Cheshin, a dear and beloved
friend who taught me a chapter in the ways of the law,
morality and democracy.

| thank my family and friends who displayed not only
patience and tolerance but also gave practical help in
the days and nights when | was completely absorbed in
thoughts, labor and occasionally anxieties.

Thanks also to Niva Lanir and Motti Lerner who were
impressed when they saw the sculptures and wrote
from the point of view of “the eye of the beholder”.

A big thank you to the exhibition’s curator, Raphie Etgar
— for his advice, guidance and willingness to grant me
of his experience and talent.

| am aware that | am exposing myself to varying and
perhaps strange criticisms and reactions... | invite to all
to express your opinions and enter into a dialogue with
me. Maybe we’ll agree, maybe not.

Thank you,
Reuven Hasak.






Gall and Wormwood
Motti Lerner

Reuvan Hasak presents us with 14 crushed and restored heads, the pieces
roughly joined together leaving scars that will never heal. The cracks in these
pseudo-human skulls are filled with pieces of metal, pipes, screws and chains.
The skulls are hollow. The heads belong to characters we are familiar with
from our nightmares, figures from our inner beings that lie in wait for us waiting
for the moment that our wall of denial cracks, and pouncing on us from the
unconscious: monstrous, despairing and lacking in compassion.

With the characteristic cruelty of great authors and playwrights who do not
hesitate to shed the skin of their protagonists revealing their insides, Reuven
Hasak manages to rip apart his figures with holiness into the minutest shards
in order to discover their inner cruelty. As we look at them frightened and
shocked, we cannot escape the painful knowledge that our own faces are
reflected in theirs.

Even though the skull’s faces do not appear to be ours as reflected in the glass
mirrors surrounding us, we usually manage to adapt our faces to the imaginary
social order we have labored to impose on ourselves. Perfect order. Fair order.
Logical order. We find it easy to behave under the shallow illusion that we are
the result of this order. Reuven Hasak, however, shows us how false this order
actually is; how atrocious the hidden chaos is. And he apparently knows this
horrible chaos very well. He has seen and internalized it while watching what
happens in us and around us and perhaps also, somewhere, during his work in
the General Security Services. We are able to see ourselves and our enemies
in the chorus of terrifying characters, as the chaos spills out in all its craziness.
We can only imagine the voices of this cursed choir, moaning and groaning,
breathlessly gasping, hoarse with rage, guilt and shame, filling the air with
deafening shouts and screams.

The cast of characters facing us is our nightmare. Will we remember it when
we wake up? Will we continue to hear the echoes in daylight? Can we bravely
admit, as Reuven Hasak does, that these figures control us and shape our
lives? Will we have the strength to confront them and believe that we can free
ourselves from of their control?







Angels of Destruction

Niva Lanir

To whom do these heads belong, wounded and
bleeding, hollow and empty of compassion yet
still firing in all directions? Whose gaze is this,
terrified, open mouthed in astonishment, the eyes
shooting hate and the mounted arm, ready for the
nextcondemned person to be hanged in just a
short time?

And what do we have about us that enabled
Reuven Hasak who devoted all his considerable
ability towards the State’s security, to see the ruins
of our lives?If | had asked him about it, he most
certainly would have replied with a nod of the head
and a smile and indicate that the past no longer
exists and that the place of hope, vision and
integrity has been replaced by deceit, corruption
and breach of trust. The power to corrupt.

Haim Guri wrote about “the handsome young
men”. They are gone. Reuven Hasak shows us to
what extent they have been ravaged and marred
becoming monsters whose heads are filled with
poison and bitterness as they have become angels
of destruction.

Well then, to whom to these heads belong, to
those that don’t remember, don’t remember what?
To those that don’t know, don’t know what? To
those that are not moved because they do not
feel? Apparently after a war, two, three and four
and a reality of destructiveness and continuing
occupation, all the answers are correct. Contrary
to the past where we dreamt and fought for
change in our country - the more we bled, the
more we have become silent.

The book of the Zohar differentiates between the
army of the angels of the Lord - the entourage of

the heavens as opposed to the entourage below
- Israel. In other words, between ministering
angels and angels of destruction. Between
angels of benevolence and angels of wrath. And
perhaps, in simple words it should be said that
these heads, heads of destruction, destroy all our
good parts. Because what can we call the envoys
of good deeds from the Emigration Authority

who take a year old infant and a girl of seven,
immigrant children, from their beds en route to
expulsion from Israel? And what do we say to a
reality in which a five-year-old Palestinian child

is arrested for “throwing stones” at our forces.
And what can we say of the deputy head of the
Council for National Security who declared that
“the settlements are the fulfillment of a divine
promise”? And about the policeman who shot a
young Ethiopian, and the other who shot an Arab
so as “not to take a chance”? And the thugs from
“Price Tag” and what do we say about how easily
women are murdered?

Man, wrote Tchernikovsky, is the mould of his
homeland’s landscape. Here are the following
lines:...”and as the mould of that place, where

| was born, the story of my life was spread, my
fortune was revealed, /| weaved my dreams in its
image and in its character:/ in a free spirit, free

of any cracks or tear/ wholeheartedly in all its
capillaries and in harmonious dialect/ | was lost
and lonely among my people,/...and foreign songs.
strange songs to the heart of my nation/ as solitary
it appeared and solitary it will go...”

Bad and bitter here now. And sad.






Curator’s Forward

Raphie Etgar

The Museum on the Seam is holding these days an exhibition on the lost
values of democracy and on a political culture hitherto unknown to us.

The exhibition, which raises many question marks, highlights the current
atmosphere which encourages disregard towards rules, disrespect towards
the law and the use of exaggerated force in the name of supposedly
exalted goals. This culture, which is backed by the political establishment
itself, undermines our very existence as well as the existence of
democracy in Israel.

The exhibition takes place at a time of growing erosion in the status

and authority of the government and in a reality of an all-time low and
unprecedented escalation in human relations within the leadership and
between the leadership and the people. The exhibition comes as a
response to the corruption and numerous charges against public officials,
the prime minister included.

“Democracy Now” examines the ideological path which initially promised
a world of equal rights and opportunities, but eventually supplied
manipulations in the disguise of freedom and liberalism, spreading fake
messages and replacing one reality with another ruled by tycoons.

Within the surviving walls of democracy, Reuven Hasak’s head portraits are
exposed for the first time, on the Museum’s roof observatory. They lead us
to the secret rooms and obscure corridors, bearing a powerful testimony
to the manner in which they were trampled on along the road. Here, on the
Museum’s roof they gaze at the space around them with eyes wide open,
hollow and injured. They are human figures distorted by pain, whose story
is one of humiliation and violence.

Metal sculptures with a frozen gaze, pleading to the passersby, those who
have lost interest and have ceased asking where they or the system are
heading to, and what happened to the hope at the beginning of the road.

- a—-—.
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